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Letter from the Editors: 


the theme “Out of the Oridnary” is an idea th 
celebrates the littleness of life—the poetry that exists 
in the movements of inds, or the 
shapes that the discarded blue bins take at the end 
of your drivew. ite you, as you read throug 
this semester's issue of The Minstrel, to make room 


for this kind of beauty, to w: toes in it. Thisis 


the beauty that compels us to take photos of the meal 


we've just put together, or to keep listening when 
we overhear the words of a stranger on the bus. Iti 
the beauty that makes up our days, and we believe 
it deserves to be celebrated. We hope this collection 
of work from Redeemer’ talented community will 
remind you to keep looking for it. 


Ordinary Worshippers | Mark Standish ‘13 


In John’s Gospel, while Jesus and his disciples are at the table, Mary (Lazarus’ sister) kneels down in front 
of Jesus and soaks his feet in nard (an extremely expensive perfume). Jesus, when Judas confronts him about 
the inefficiency of her worship, defends Mary's anointing as a “good service” because the sheer beauty of the 
act, For beauty acts as worship to God, and worshiping God is beyond efficiency - how could one sacrifice 
too much in a genuine act of worship to God? This woman who humbles herself and who sacrifices about a 
year's wages worships Jesus with the beautiful aroma of God’s own creation. ‘This edition of The Minstrel has 
the same purpose as Mary: to worship God and to expose those who worship Jesus with his own creation. 

The theme “out of the ordinary” find’s its potency in its double meaning: that what is “out of the ordinary” 
in a colloquial sense which is to say, is extraordinary, is actually taken out of ordinary life. We intend our 
art to confess that ordinary life is extraordinary. Mary’ act is simple but John, Mark and Matthew portray 
it as beautiful despite its inefficiency and its lack of overt grandeur. Our collection is meant to expose the 
ordinary world as extraordinarily worshiping Jesus, and through our exposition of the ordinary we attempt 
to follow John, Mark, and Matthew's example in their extraordinary act of worship: sacrificing to Jesus the 
art that his creation created. We are those who have the overwhelming privilege of, in some humble manner, 
displaying and recreating beauty taken from ordinary worshipers. Our privilege is this: as we portray the 
ordinary world’s anointing of Jesus we find ourselves anointing him. 


Amerika | Laura Spoelstra‘I3 


‘conversations in compartments 
trains with silver doors, a rained out landscape 
am too awkward to use 

can i get my coffee please can you hurry up with that 


eal words 


1. we ask for id 
2, we try to verify the source of information 

3. when you left it was like our friendship beginning 

seven minutes and thirty seconds dont worry iam not a monster 


Intrusions | Taylor Kraayenbrink 13, 


‘Ata bonfire back home 
with old friends, the flame 

has a way of dissolving inhibition 

and weal reveal in staccato 

alternation our cherished ideas— 

all of which at moments like these 

feel dramatically more profound 

than they normally do, 

when they are worn every day 

like work boots. 

Every dramatic monologue delivered here 
tonight will eel 

tomorrow morning 

like the shell of someone elses thoughts. 


“Basically the only thing we can know 
is that we ourselves are here. 

‘You could be an illusion, 

but [know nothing more 

than that I exist. This could all be a dream, 
this fire, this drink. But I know stil that 

ifit is Iwill wake up. [stil exist. 

Have you ever had it where you are dreaming 
and in your dream you feel pain 

but then you wake up and realize the pain 
‘was just inthe dream?” 


‘Then an uninvited grey man puts down 
his discount beer, exhalesa white cloud 
of cigar smoke, and interject, 

“Well most of the time Ifind myself 
ina painful dream and I wake up 

and I'm stil in pain?” 

“The conversation turns. 


#eastcoastepisodes | Joe Moran'13 


| is ; ‘isi 
De las 


untitled | Jenn McCallion “14 


am sticking my thumb out on this highway 
because my bike cannot ride away from my problems fast enough 
and my longboard hasrit got a chance. 

If'm not the one driving then my issues 

won't know how to follow me. 

Tam ina prison here. 

‘And I will give no response if someone were to ask me to explain, 
because an offer for me to explain 

is an invitation to complain 

and Lill not take a step 

into that foothold. 

want to take a bow and arrow and shoot away my pain, 

but Lam aiming to be beter. 

‘To praise in times lik these is diferent. 

Itisnt like the times where my feet are bleeding 

from dancing. 


‘Or when my cheek are cramped up creating permanent wrinkles in the corner of my eyes 


from smiling. 
Itisnt like rainbows bursting from every word I speak, 
splashes of colour drenching every ear about how good you are, 


how great itis. 
No, 
This is not that. 


Te heard it and I hear it, 
know it and I believe it; 
Praise through your sufferings. 


My thumb isa cop out 
and this isnt addressed “Dear Diary” because that isa 
cop out too. 

know who I am talking to. 

‘And if [just say your name then they wort win. 

am taking my flag down and giving you my palm. 
won't write you a song, 

‘or look up a Bible verse, 

or fall on my knees, 

‘or even put a smile on my face. 

ALT have to offer you is your own name. 

Because ina time like this, to admit that you exist 

is praise 


Hope Part II | Gareth Inkster ‘14 


ts ebb and flow, 
Ws come and go, 
Wsall the Yes, but nos I've known. 


Ws here tonight, 
Ws alfa fight, 
‘And half a half-haed heart bled white. 


Tl make it through, 
For I know you, 

‘You've told me that your talk is true, 
Tonight [trust 

‘That there's hope in rust, 

My story is more than just 


Dust to dust, 


Magdalene | Erin Haayema 


She saw him once, the boy-child, driving 
Nails into the sun-bleached wood, 

‘Hands circling in rhythmic motion 

Not five feet from where she stood 

In the deep shade of the olive tre. 

His gaze ited to meet her eyes 

‘And stretched out a hand invitinglys 

She cautiously walked to stand by his sie. 
For this was the son of scandal, born 
With a mark of shame upon his head-- 
“The buy conceived and carried long 

In the womb of a woman yet unwed. 
“They called him Jesus, but the name 
Could not redeem his reputation. 

‘And so she approached, warily 

‘And with a fearful fascination, 

He asked her name, and when she told him 
‘What it was he smiled and said 

He would remember well because 

Itwas his mother’s she blushed red, 

Hid ‘neath the olives shade once more. 

‘To share the name of Nazareth’s whore! 


In time the child grew ard she 
‘Witnessed as the scorned outcast 

With eyes a thousand years too weary, 
‘Aged by innocence long past, 

‘Thieved by seven cruel satans. 

Lost, too, was the crimson blush 

For nothing now could draw such blood 
From a heart scarred by so much. 

She lay in ashes, her head bent earthward, 
Heavy with cold judgment’s weight 
Measured out by the crowd that drowned 
Her weeping beyond the city gate 

But one man’ footsteps linger 
Knelt by the exile in the dust, 
Raised her to her feet from dregs 

Of humiliation, self-disgast. 

She saw with horror thathis face 

Gazed on hers with recognition. 

Yet he smiled, the carpenters son, 
Unblemished by haughty derision 

He spoke her name with kind recall 
‘And marvelling she left the wailing wal. 


She followed him, once boy-child, now 
‘The savior-scourge who had set her free— 
Followed him and bowed beneath 

‘The shade of yet another tree 

Upon which hung his bleeding figure. 
‘The crown of thorns and mocking title 
Marked his head with blood that fell 

To the fet ofthat wretched disciple. 

Like a dog she trailed behind them 

When they stole his body down 

‘And returned when sun had risen 

‘To his grave within the ground 


‘Three days and nights she keened and whimpered, 


Till a seraph rolled away the stone 
‘And revealed to her dismay 

That her beloved Lord was gone. 

She stepped out of the gloom and felt 
A brush of wings. A shadow told her 
(Of. stranger’ presence in the garden; 
He laid a hand upon her shoulder. 
[Nameless she turned but did not see 
Until he called to her—"Mary?” 


A Small Man Executes a Short Nap 
Jonathan Silverthorn “13 


So the man spread his blanket on the field 

‘And Sat down cheery-eyed to count the plaid 
‘And looked over his hands with blades of grass 
Between fingers, smelling the green and bliss, 
[Never had he seen the sound of od birds 
Singing to the tune of autumn in May, 

But as the counting neared the end of red 

‘And white squares, the waves of season fell down 
‘Onto the taught drum in his tiny eat 

“And lulled the man from his algebra. 


Hearing tell of ground beneath, the man lay 
Flat as his fabric on lamps could allow, 

Arching to feel the breeze whistle on through 
His old shirt, reading the freckles and fur, 
Snoring with dry sounds of buzzing fizz bées 
‘Mating the flowers that grow about men, 

‘The taste of wakefulness began at tongue 

‘And spread thin, clearing the lonesome seconds 
Spent dreaming of all he bad seri and heard, 
But where had all thelivelong day gone? 


Do Not Enter | Joshua Hildebrandt'14 


Ad Noctum | Laura Spoelstra ‘13 


yesterday i opened the box of letters you left 
stamped addressed 
seventy times seven 


lupus in fabula 
the wolfin this story 


hoofbeats 
apale horse, red horse 
cadavera vero innumera 

behold the bread of angels 


‘your mouth opens 
| adivision, a sword 
| pacintersa 

ax ip terra 

Jock he is foming wittthe clouds look at them 


Train Piece | Amelia Bowes " 


Jt was always the first thing I saw when my train pulled out of Union Station. 


twas right on the fence line near the tracks; red brick and narrow. It had a patch of yard gar 
nished with various children’ toys, and an ever vigilant assortment of small square windows 


The children must be happy. Happy as in bliss, bliss as in ignorance. All they know is apiece 
uurgatory on eatth. Right now they need wide blankets, hot food, and heartened imagina: 
tions, poor fledgling things. One day they'll plough through last night’s macaroni, laugh it off 
over coffee dates, and turn off the TV, at 11. Cheque, relief, sex, relief, shot, relief 

End? 


Or. 
Fireplaces 

Waflle cones 

Orange juice 

Coffee tables 

Coasters 

Dented pillows 

Break room chats 

Background radio 

Pancakes for dinner 

Long bugs 

Forehead kisses 

Breakups 

Makeups 

‘Spooning 

Singing 

Laughing 

Drunken falls and old shoe laces. 

Choice, love. Repentance, love. Wisdom, love. 


But instead I get off, and look for the nearest place to get vicodin, 


sifleur| Katelyn Boxgdonil 13 


Blessed Moonlight | Matthew Bokma 15 


The blessed moonlight shineth forth, 
Make clear those darkened shades of night 
The remnant left of risen day, 

‘Sends wiselom to our weakened sight. 


It fruit is found on glistning sea, 
Upon the slipiry rocks reside. 

The hope is sprinkled oer the earth, 
‘Across our passions, now our guide. 


Luminous spears have pieeced the heights; 
‘The power lit the hidden black 

Ie mocked the devils odirtied sky; 

Such beams exposed the righteous track. 


All nature’ beasts and thriving green; 
The fowl that sings its gladden song: 
The morning glory spreads it’s pride 
‘Awaits the day where they belong, 


Our anxious eyes set gaze on thee: 
Remind us now of coming dawn. 
Some truth made clea, yet finite stil; 
‘We wait until the night withdraven, 


We hold our breath, secure our feet; 
The earth now looks for eastern rise. 
We martyrs cry, “How long, O Lord? 
© Son of God, descend the skies!" 


This hour we know what cometh soon, 
‘And thank Thee for the blessed moon 


Tim’s Question | Kira Moolman "14 


‘The colour yellow looks the way that butter tastes. It feels like sunshine 
encompasses soft, slow dancing, being held close: that feeling of utter contentment but 
belly-filled joy. It is coming in from the cold and smelling fresh baking. It is waking 
feel it on your face. Yellow is wanting to dance without any real reason; it is dancing in 
cheek, the fullness of holding them in your arms and having that perfect fit. It is being 
the bottom of your stomach and slowly s tre t ching to the rest of your body (like 
moment of instant happiness when you hear good news. It is the realization of knowing 
It is candlelit living rooms and the feel of old books. It is new friends and old friends; 
It is the colour of free-spirits roaming; it is the colour of coming home. It is tea with 
weekends. It is the colour of those days where you don't want to leave the warm, safe 
cannot wait to live out another day. It is driving with the windows down just so you can 
while you're kissing because the colour yellow is bubbling up inside you and you can 


on your skin and smells like warm bread sometimes or fresh lemons other times. It 
also twirling, laughing, feet-stomping. It is the pure peal of laughter that comes from 
up to a snow day; it is waking up fully alive, feeling the light in your heart before you 
the kitchen with socks or bare feet. Delicate yellow is the soft skin of a baby on your 
the only one to get them to stop crying. Yellow is the soft spread of warmth starting in 
the swell of strings in an orchestra tuning until they get it just right) or it is that BAM 
you are exactly where you want to be, that there is no other situation you‘d rather be in. 
it is holding hands and hot showers. Yellow is life — it expresses the shades of vitality 
a friend; it is dinner with your family. It is Christmas-time and summer holidays and 
comfort of your bed. It is the colour of waking up and springing out of bed because you 
smell the season outside, even if it is winter and it freezes your nose hair. It is laughing 
no longer contain it. 


It is warmth. It is joy. It is love. It is life. It is wonderful. 


Ambiguotis HoanOM Hildebrand "14 


Awake | Mark Standish ‘13 


At night Orion puddles on the floor. 

Soak him in - skin on 

the birch-board. 

cross my arms and curl, rubbing my aerated skin, 
‘turning, turning, turning, 

finding it impossible tose... 


Light slides onto my face. 
Squint. Squint; my eyes 

yearn to reclose. 

Plunge into the duvet on the sofa 

as coffee beans wa- 

de over me. 

“Make me a cup?” muffled from beneath. 
I slide up to sip from the mug and 

she’s perched atthe foot ofthe couch. 
Sipping in the sun. 


Luft 
Self Portrait | Kyle Alkema 5 


Right 
Self Portrait | Maria Wagler 15 


Salvia | Kira Moolman ‘14 


Red Salvia 


Bringing healing 
This one whispers, “I think of you.” 


(But maybe some day this flower blue 
Will lose its petals 
Or change its hue 
Deepening in colour until it turns to red 
Just as now when I blush at the thought of you 
“Forever mine’, declares the new 

‘Would you?) 


Bringing well-being 
For now we grow 
Waiting and seeing 


(Tell me “Dorit go") 


a 
I still be whispering? 

Or will the petals fall one by one 
He loves me 

He loves me not 

Tove you 


(Or maybe I just thought— 
1 dosit really know 


(Please be here in the spring 
‘And be yellow as the sun on your skin 


{could blossom again, 
Callya 


9 Sparrows 


Leviathan, I Want a Fight 
‘Taylor Kraayenbrink ‘13 


Because up there thoughts are crowded 
‘out with words I have long been wanting 
to come down 

here to the thick black darkness 

and the benevolent silence. 

Thad hoped 

‘you might come to talk, 

and I would make war on you 

like they do on me up there, 


but in the black water I cannot see you. 
‘Are you afraid of me now? 

If could just see you, 

get one chance to lay hands 

6n you, I might remember the contest 

and never attempt your capture again 

But I need you to give me the chance. 

Thave come down and stirred the still water 
bat you slip away so quickly, so silently, 
wonder if you were even here a ll. 


‘Would you still be afraid if told you 
1 did not come to win? 

| would be triumphant just to lose, 
(the sight of you would be my defeat) 
but you will not even set the terms 
for a fight and you keep taunting me 
with your freedom. 

‘You are a better hider than a fighter. 
‘They laugh at me up there and say 
‘you are twisted untranslatable fiction, 
but every time I make it down here 

I feel lam being watched. 


Around me itis dead cold 
and hostile to an extended search, 

0 I will have to surface soon. 

Your fabled defiance is now in its elusiveness 
only and that will not make a captivating story 
up there. Yes, you have a stone heart, leaving 
without offering me a lookat you, 

‘making me such a fool it might just be better 
not to bother going back up. 


I would just once like to see you and do battle 
‘with you, and bring the conflict to such a level 
that you would be forced te breathe your fire 
‘on me, make my face blister and my hair singe. 
‘Then You could turn back to the black water 
leaving me running in the other direction. 


In that moment I would see my hope beat down, 


but I would have a blistered face as proof, 
and it would have been the consolation 


1am slowiy learning Ido not need 
to know that you existand that you defy 
those who earnestly seek you. 


Leviathan Responds 


Do not misunderstand me, 
Tam not afraid of you beating 
‘me the way you think of it 
‘That will never happen. 

But even to let you see me 
‘would be a certain concession 
because the image of me 

in your memory 

would become a brand, a logo. 
I would be your Leviathan, Ltd 


‘There is a reason I breathe fire, not words. 
Fire is more precise, but you cannot withstand 

this degree of precision. It would be better 

for you if I spoke your soft snowball language. 
Ifyou ever do find me, you will get to feel 

the flame like you think you desire, 

but then I will have to keep you down here, 

and even though right now I am listening 

to you pout, saying you wish you could just stay 
down here because you are too embarrassed 

to go back up there without a scar from me, 

trust me: you will not want to stay after seeing 

me. I know you are not afraid of drowning, 

but you will die because no one can see me and live 
‘without sharing the vision, 

and I cannot allow myself to be your pet. 


Tents justin Hiebert “15 


There is no such thing as an artist: there is only the world, 
lit or unlit, as the light allows. 
- Annie Dillard 


